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At the bottom of her gz;rden she rested
her hands upon a gate in the low stone wall.
The mansion behind her was well ordered
and prosperous. No drop of milk was
spilled in Antonia’s domain without her
knowledge. She had noted, as she came
down the path, how the é¢abbages were

rounding- their delicatély green spheres.\.‘

Antonia was a housewife for whom maids
labored with zeal. She could manipulate
_ so deftly the comfort-making things of life.
Neither sunset nor moonrise quite banished
the dreamy blue light on these rolling lands
around the head-waters of the Hudson.
Across her tranquil commonplace happiness
blew suddenly that ocean breath from Fundy
‘Bay ; for the dwarf of Fort St. John, lead-
ing a white waddling bird, whose feathers
even in that uncertain light showed soil, ap-

peared from the screening masonry of the

wall: -
She stood still and looked at Antonia ;
cand Antonia inside the gate looked at her.

That instant was a bubble full of revolving - '
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